34            NADIR, THE PERSIAN
The potent God of this universe
Is a demon, whose blessings are but a curse,
And woman the bait to His cunning lure
To catch men's feet in a ruin sure.
Virtue and goodness and chastity
Are the tools of His fiendish mockery.
What a dolt was I not to pluck the peach
When the ripe fruit had dangled within my reach!
What a fool insensate to stay my sword
As I stood by the curtained room, When one swift stroke had been the undoing Of their amorous sighs and their wanton wooing
In the dimly lighted gloom.
But a chance that has gone may yet return.   ^^_
I would live the treacherous dog to spurn.
As he cringed at my feet I would strike him down,
And rob him at once of his love and his crown.
I was still Abdul of the bodyguard,
By a hundred triumphs tempered hard.
I had but to raise my arm^d hand
To be followed by every robber band.
If old Abdul but took the lead,
Ten thousand would ride behind his steed.
And, veterans all, 'twould be no great task
To stove the new realm like a rotten cask.
And the girl ?   For the sake of her golden hair
I would spare the jade her life. She should grace my cave in the barren hills,
But not as wedded wife.